BULGING VACUUM

The day is dull chilling in lull
Billowing in a hallowed mind shell
The shrill wind blowing like the hell
Throwing the soul in contemptous drill

The criss-crossing day in the calendar
With faceless spur piercing the heart
Like the cruel dictator holding the sceptre
Scurrying through with bloody blur

No gaiety, no stream of poetry
The tearful life ridden with horror
Inaction devouring mighty mankind
The future wearing a bleak slur

The orphaned girl in the dusty dirty lane
With staring ignorance carrying begging bowl
The high flown ideals idling in the line
The beaming magazines screaming inane

Neither the great names in history
Nor the nerve-stirring events of the rear
The scriptures and imaginative faculties
Finding no solution to basic problems

Aimlessness lingering in the environs
Laziness creeping into the veins
Selfishness spreading like wildfire
Losing direction and purpose aside
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